THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
I seated myself at last next to a couple who were
gazing into each other's eyes with the sort of rapt
expression which one sees at the movies when Greta
Garbo is on the point of surrendering her soul.
They looked quite harmless, and could obviously be
trusted to keep themselves to themselves. I anchored
myself in their vicinity, and prepared for an hour of
dullness.
But the hour was anything but dull. The guiding
spirit of Mrs. McPherson saw to that. Even while
the audience was filing in, we were constantly enter-
tained. First there was an orchestral selection, then
a little speech, then the organist played something.
Nothing 'classical,' of course - we don't want Bach
- but something nice, that showed off the bells, which
chimed so effectively through a succession of loud-
speakers attached to the roof. Meanwhile, the lights
were switched up and down, down and up, just to
make us feel that something was happening. When
they were down, we were edified by magic-lantern
slides, projected on to the wall. One of these par-
ticularly appealed to me, principally because the
operator,  whose religious  fervour had  evidently
clouded his mentality, persistently inserted it upside
down* However, eventually it was shown us in its
proper state* It portrayed a somewhat misshapen
ship, sailing through a sea of charcoal. Underneath
I read the words 'The Harbour of After Awhile,' by
Aim6e Semple McPherson. One gathered that this
work could be purchased, for a stated fee, from Ye
Goodwill Bookshop, which was attached to the
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